Thou art a match a justice to rejoice,

Fit to be his, and not his daughter's choice.

Dry'd with his threats she'd scarcely stay with thee,

And wouldst th'have this to choose thee, being free ?

Go, then, and punish some soon gotten stuff;

For her dead husband this hath mourn'd enough

In hating thee.  Thou may'st one like this meet;

For spite take her, prove kind, make thy breath sweet;

Let her see she hath cause, and to bring to thee

Honest children, let her dishonest be.

If she be a widow, I'll warrant her

She'll thee before her first husband prefer;

And will wish thou hadst had her maidenhead,

(She'll love thee so) for then thou hadst been dead>

But thou such strong love and weak reasons hast,

Thou must thrive there, or ever live disgraced.

Yet pause a while, and thou may'st live to see

A time to come wherein she may beg thee.

If thou'lt not pause nor change, she'll beg thee now,

Do what she can, love for nothing she'll allow.

Besides, here were too much gain and merchandise^

And when thou art rewarded desert dies.

Now thou hast odds of him she loves; he may doubt

Her constancy, but none can put thee out.
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